CHAPTER XXI

ENVY IS THE SULPHUK IN HUMAN PIG-IRON

WHILE I was feasting on the watermelons
and feeling at peace with all the world, a
long passenger train pulled into the junction.
The train was made up of Pullmans and each
car was covered with flags, streamers and
lodge insignia. On the heels of this train
came another and then another. These gay
cars were filled with members of the Knights
of Pythias going to their convention in Den-
ver.

At the sight of these men in their Pullmans,
my friend the communist first turned pale,
then green, then red. His eyes narrowed and
blazed like those of a madman* He stood up
on his porch, clenched his fists and launched
into the most violent fit of cursing I ever
heard. The sight of those holiday-makers
had turned him into a demon. He thought
they were capitalists. Here was the hated
tribe of rich men, the idle classes, all dressed
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